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"Wow, isn't this an awesome vacation!" Lars paused from drinking his strawberry milkshake to beam at his 


band mates. "I love Mocha World Theme Park and Resort; its the coolest place ever". 

"Yeah, it's great", Kirk agreed. He leaned back in his wooden chair and surveyed their surroundings. The 
Metallica guys were having dinner at a small, cosy café on the outskirts of Mocha World. As it was such a hot 
day, they were sitting outside, at a table with a huge rainbow coloured parasol. Tall, leafy trees provided shade 
and a pretty fountain tinkled to their right. Many rides could be seen in the distance; big wheels, roller 
coasters, splash flumes and various trains. The air was filled with the excited shouts of kids (and big kids like 
Metallica) and the scent of coffee and ice creams. 

Cliff looked up from his limeade and grinned. 

"We were lucky to find those money off coupons in the newspaper so we could afford to go". 


"Yeah, that was ace", Lars agreed. "Though we could have gone in the winter, it's much cheaper then’. 


"And much colder", James snorted. "I wanna do what we're doing now, not be huddled up over a heater inside 


the café". 
"Or having to walk round the resort, wrapped up in duffle coats and scarves", said Kirk. 


"Oh, | dunno, there's some advantages to cold weather", Lars pointed out. "Like cuddling up to keep warm". He 


patted Kirk's knee and Kirk blushed and giggled. James rolled his eyes. 

"Get a room, you two" 

"Hey quys.which are your fave rides that we've been on so far?" Lars asked, skilfully changing the subject 
"| like the fast rollercoasters", said James. 

"Dude, they're all fast", laughed Cliff 

"Ok then, the fastest one" said James. "Whichever that one is, it's my favourite” 

"| like the pirate ship", said Kirk. "It goes so high and you can see nearly all of the park from the top" 

"| dunno which is my favourite ride, | guess | just like them all" said Cliff 

"But you haven't been on all of them", said Kirk "Some might be kinda crap" 

"Nothing is crap at Mocha World", said James. 


| want to go on all the rides", said Lars eagerly. "Did you guys know, there are 26l rides in total at Mocha 
World". 


"Wow!" Kirk nearly dropped his cheese sandwich in surprise. "That's a lot of rides!" 

"And we're here for a week", said Cliff. "Reckon you can fit them all in Lars?" 

"I should make a rude joke here but I'm too thirsty", said James and he downed his cola. 
"Shush James", said Lars. He grinned at Cliff. "I bet | can. What's 7 into 261?" 


"Hang on though little dude", said Cliff. "Gotta work this out properly. It's our second day here so, hmm..how 


many rides have you been on so far?" 
"Awww no guys, don't do maths while we're eating", James groaned, 


Its OK James, you don't have to do them", Cliff reassured him. "Me an Lars will work it all out". 


"Yeah but listening to maths will still give me indigestion’. 


Cliff chuckled and patted James’ back. Kirk drained the last of his chocolate milkshake and Lars leaned back in 
his chair and stretched. 


‘Oh man, it's not fair", he sighed, eyeing up his remaining ham sandwich. "| really want to finish my dinner but 


I'm too full up. Also, | want to go on more rides now. Fast rides!" 
"Dude, you don't wanna go on anything fast after eating", Cliff advised. "You might throw up". 


"OK, a slow ride then’, said Lars. "If I'm gonna go on every one, I've gotta do the slow ones as well as the fast 


ones". 
"Yeah, that's a better idea", said Cliff. 


Lars smiled and looked round at the many rides. Most of them looked fast.very fast. Then he caught sight of 


a nearby signpost. 

Hungry Bear Burger Bar. Splashtastic Double Flume. World's Biggest Ball Pool 
"Hey, that sounds neat", Lars said. "I love ball pools, they are crazy’. 
"Yeah, | fancy that too", said Kirk. 

"What? The ball pool or Lars?" James teased. 

"Hush, James", said Kirk. 


"Come on dudes, let's check it out if we're all finished here", said Cliff. Kirk and James pushed their chairs back 
and stood up. Lars gazed at his sandwich longingly. 


"Come on Lars, it's just a freaking sandwich", James grumbled. 
"Yeah but | hate wasting food", said Lars. 


"Well, put it in your backpack for a bit", said Cliff. Then after you've been walking a few minutes, you'll have 


room in your tummy to eat again". 


"Good idea", Lars said brightly. He wrapped up his sandwich in a serviette and placed it carefully inside his 
backpack. Then he slipped his backpack on and got to his feet. 


"Ready for some fun guys?" 
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The World's Biggest Ball Pool was almost an understatement. It was as if somebody had drained an Olympic 
swimming pool of all its water and filled it with balls instead. It was HUGE! 


Older kids and teenagers splashed about in the multi-coloured balls, shouting, screaming and generally having a 
wild time. Helpers, wearing their Mocha World t-shirts strolled round the pool, making sure that everything 


was alright. 


Kirk stood there, mouth agape. Lars twitched with excitement, ready to take the plunge. Cliff was just grinning 
in a lazy way and James was frowning slightly. 


"Shallow end - 6 inches", he read the large notices on the walls out loud. "Deep end - 4 feet. Geez, is it possible 
to drown in balls?" 


“Chill dude, there are uhh, lifeguards about", said Cliff, pointing to the various helpers. 
‘Ohh, its so awesome. I'm going inl" Lars squeaked and he rushed forwards. 
"Hang on, we have to take our shoes off first", said Kirk. 


"Oops, OK then". Lars kicked off his trainers while Kirk removed his in a more leisurely way. Then they turned 
to look at Cliff and James. 


"You guys coming in too?" Lars asked. 
"Nah, you're alright dude", said Cliff. "I'm gonna just chill out and watch". 


"IIl watch with Cliff", said James. He was already thinking up tons of "playing with balls" jokes and he wouldn't 
be able to use them if he went in the pool too. 


"Haha, OK then, you guys can watch our shoes", said Lars. "C'mon Kirk, race you!" He and Kirk charged towards 


the pool, while Cliff and James sat down to watch. James frowned again. 


"Hey Lars", he called out. "You've got your backpack on still". But Lars didn't hear; he was already plunging into 
the pool, sending the multi-coloured balls flying. Kirk jumped in after him with a loud whoop. 


"Man, I'd sure wanna go in there if | was stoned", Cliff grinned. 
"| wouldn't. | don't fancy playing with Lars and Kirk with their balls", said James. 


"Dude, don't try out your jokes on me. Wait until Kirk and Lars get back, then say them to wind them up", Cliff 


advised. 

"Good idea", said James. He leaned back against the wall, watching his buddies. Lars was really enjoying himself, 
swimming through the balls, rolling over in them and kicking them up in the air and letting them bonk him on 
the head. They were made of a soft, rubbery plastic so they didn't hurt at all. 


Kirk came swimming over to Lars. "Hahahahaha, this is great, isn't it", he giggled 


"Yeah!" Lars laughed back. "I dunno why Cliff and James didn't wanna join us". He picked up a ball and threw it 
at Kirk, bouncing it off his head. 


"Lars!" Kirk protested. "My hair!" 


"What about it? Its getting messed up just from being in here", Lars said gleefully. He threw another ball, this 
time hitting Kirk's shoulder. Kirk grabbed one and chucked it back but Lars ducked and it sailed over his head. 


"Hehehehe, missed me!" 
“This one won't", Kirk exclaimed, throwing another ball at Lars. It hit him on the chin and Kirk laughed. 


"Ball fight!" Lars yelled and grabbed two, one in each hand. He threw them wildly, both missing Kirk. Kirk 
retaliated and soon balls were flying back and forth. Cliff and James, still watching, yelled with laughter. 


"Hahaha, those two are nuts!" said Cliff. 
Eventually, a helper came over and told the two guys off. "No throwing the balls", he said sternly. 


‘Alright mister, sorry", said Kirk. Lars assumed a guilty expression. The helper walked away and Lars made a 


face behind his back. 
"Spoilsport", he whispered to Kirk "OK, what shall we do now?" 
"Let's go in the deep end", Kirk suggested. 


"OK then’, Lars giggled So he and Kirk waded through the balls, pushing them aside with their legs, then their 


stomachs and finally, they were chest deep in balls. 
"Are we there yet?" Lars panted, stopping for a rest. 


"Yeah, | think so", said Kirk. He pointed to the side of the pool, which was about a foot away. "Wow, this feels 


weird". 


"Agreed", said Lars. He spread his arms out, running them through the balls. "I'm gonna take a nap, that walk 


was tiring’. 

"Huh?" said Kirk, before Lars flopped backwards, vanishing into the swathe of balls. He tumbled down gently, 
giggling as he was buried under many balls. His back and butt touched the base of the pool, which seemed to 
be made of a soft, shiny material. 

‘Lars, you're crazy, you know that!" Kirk's voice echoed from above, sounding oddly far away. 

"Hahaha, come on under Kirk, it's funny down here", Lars called out. 

"Pardon?" came Kirk's reply. 

"| said..coofl" Lars tried to speak again before a red ball rolled over his mouth. It was far too big to fit inside 
of course but Lars was very glad that none of his band mates saw. They would take the piss, as sure as eggs 
Was eggs. 

"Pardon Lars? | can't hear you?" Kirk said again 

"Ugh", said Lars, brushing the red ball off his face. A blue one fell down to replace it. Lars tried to sit up but 
his backpack and jeans slipped against the slidey floor. He kicked his legs, trying to get upright but all that 


happened was that he dislodged more balls. 


‘Lars, you better not be drowning down there", Kirk whined. "ItIl look awful on your gravestone, the cause of 


death". 


"Of course I'm not drowning", Lars scoffed He squirmed about, trying to get up but it was impossible. "l'm just 


coming up now, hang on". 


Lars paddled his feet, kicking more balls out of the way. He pushed his arms down but his hands slid on the 
base and he fell backwards again. Lars giggled at his odd situation but Kirk didn't seem so happy. 


"Lars, I'm coming down to get youl" he cried. There was a great deal of bumphling and seconds later, Kirk 


appeared, close to Lars. 

"Hey Kirky", Lard chirped. "Nice to see you done here at last". 

"Come on now Lars, stop hiding and let's go back in the shallow end’, said Kirk. 

"OK then, boring-ass", Lars chuckled. Then lowering his voice to a whisper, he said "Help me up, will ya?" 


"Sure", said Kirk, sounding relieved. He took hold of Lars’ hand and tried to pull Lars up but instead, Kirk slid 
down beside him. More balls tumbled in, softly hitting Kirk on the back of his head. 


"Shit!" he swore. 

"Kirk! There are kids about", Lars said sternly. 
"Sorry! But | can't get you out". 

"Um, try again It was just a little slip". 


Kirk grabbed Lars’ hand again but it was no use, the floor beneath them was just too slippy. He and Lars rolled 


about in their bizarre ball prison; Lars becoming more gleeful but Kirk not liking it much at all. 
"Ohh, we'll have to stay here until closing time!" Kirk wailed. 


"No we won't, silly", said Lars, taking pity on Kirk because he could tell that the guitarist was really worried. 


"Come on, let's roll over onto our fronts and swim out". 


"OK", said Kirk, unsure but willing to try. After a couple of attempts, the guys were able to roll over. They 
pushed with their legs and arms, trying to swim forwards but all that happened was they slid backwards and 


more and more balls fell onto them. 


‘Oh, its no use! We can't get out", Kirk cried. "We, EEK!" He squeaked loudly as something reached down, 
grabbed him and pulled him upwards. Lars gasped , before feeling a similar thing happen to him. Somebody was 
holding him under his arms, lifting him free from the balls. His head broke the surface and he blinked in the 


now bright light. Then Lars was lifted free and sat on a solid and firm surface. 
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"Huh?" Lars said, blinking rapidly until James swam into view. Nearby, he was a relieved looking Kirk sitting next 


to Cliff. 


"Hahah, what the heck were you and Kirk doing down there?" James grinned. "Trying to dig a tunnel to 
Australia?" 


"Erm..", said Lars. "We were, sorta..you know... 
"Stuck!" said Kirk. "We got stuck and couldn't get back out. Thank you for saving us, Cliff". 

"And now you're unstuck’, said Cliff, rubbing Kirk's back. "No worries dude, me and James to the rescue". 
"Umm..", Lars adjusted his backpack. "Thanks James". 

"That's OK", said James. "You wanna go back in?" 

"No!" said Kirk at once, pulling on his trainers. "Not in a billion years". 

"Uh yeah", Lars nodded and reached for his own shoes. "Let's go outside for some fresh air, eh guys?" 


Metallica left the ball pool, stepping through the exit doors onto a wide, tree lined avenue. Kirk smiled as he 
felt the refreshing breeze on his face and the sun on his back. 


"Ahh, that's much better. | feel like we've just escaped from jail’. 
"Been rescued from jail, don't ya mean?" James smirked. 


"| can't believe that you and Cliff had to save us", Lars said. "| mean, where were those helpers? Why weren't 


they doing their job properly?" 
"Thought you didn't need helping Larsie", said Kirk giving him an innocent smile. 


"Be quiet Kirk", said Lars with dignity. James and Cliff laughed and they set off down the avenue, heading 
towards the Splashtastic Double Flume. 


"What shall we do now?" Cliff asked his pals. "Anyone fancy a ride on the flume?" 
"I do", Kirk piped up. "I got really hot, stuck in that dumb pool and | need to cool down". 


"Me too", said Lars. "I want a fast, exciting ride. After all that exercise in the ball pool, | know I've digested my 


dinner properly". 
‘Surprised you're not hungry again already", James teased. 


“Actually..| am", said Lars. "I've worked up another appetite". He took of his backpack and felt inside. "I'll have 
my sandwich now, | think". 


Lars rooted around for a minute, before removing his hand. He eyed up his band mates, a guilty looking smile 
on his face. 


"What's up dude?" Cliff asked. 


"My sandwich", Lars giggled. "I uh, think I've dropped it in the ball pool!" 


The End 


